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“HEALTHY NERVES ARE A
MUST WITH ME!”
Fourteen different times the headlines
have flashed: RALPH GREENLEAF
WINS WORLD CHAMPIONSHIP.
He is counted the greatest pocket billiard player of all time. Cool under fire.
Often pulling from behind with brilliant runs of 59 and 76 to win.
“Even before I won my first big championship I’d already picked Camel as
my cigarette,” said Ralph in a special
interview during recent championship
play in Philadelphia. ‘“I’d say the most
important rule in this game is to have
healthy nerves. It pays to be sure of the
mildness of your cigarette. And on that
Fencing experts, too, appreciate Camel’s finer tobaccos. As
BELA DE TUSCAN, the fa-

score, I think, Camels have a lot extra

to offer. One of the main reasons why
I've stuck to Camels for 20 years is—
they don’t ruffle my nerves.”

And America as a nation
shows the same preference
for finer tobaccos that Ralph
Greenleaf does! Camels are
the largest-selling cigarette
in America

JAMES L. CLARK, famous
scientist and explorer, says:
“I choose Camels for steady

mous instructor, says: ‘““The

smoking—always carry

fast action in fencing is very
tiring, and I welcome the ‘lift’
I get with a Camel.”

plenty of Camels with me
into the wilderness. I’m in
step with the millions who
say: ‘I’d walk a mile for a Camel!’ Many’s
the time I’ve actually done it.”

“I’m devoted to Camels,” says
HELEN HOWARD, top-flight
spring-board diver, of Miami,

Florida.“ They’re my one and only
cigarette! They don’t irritate my
throat. Most of the girls I know
smoke Camels, too.”

“The way these light
boats bounce around is
enough to knock the

daylights out of my digestion! That’s why I

enjoy Camels so much
at mealtime. They help
my digestion to keep on a smooth and
DO PEOPLE

even keel,” says MULFORD SCULL, veteran outboard motorboat racer.

APPRECIATE THE

COSTLIER TOBACCOS
IN CAMELS ?

CAMELS ARE THE

LARGEST-SELLING
CIGARETTE

A matchless blend of finer, MORE
EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS
—
Turkish and Domestic

IN AMERICA

Copyright, 1938, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company. Winston-Salem. N.C.
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DUNHILL’S, INC.
Keith’s Corner—Fourth at Ludlow

Buy your next Suit, Topcoat or
Overcoat at a young man’s store—
*779

Dunhill’s Because

“They won’t let you wear it unless it fits”
Suits from $23 to $85

Overcoats from $21.50 to $100

Topcoats from$19.50 to $65

Formal Wear from $30 to $65

Individualized service from initial selection to final fitting
y

*
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Kuenle’s Cut-Rate

7

DRUGGIST

THE M. HOMMEL WINE COMPANY

Phone FUlton 0143

SANDUSKY, OHIO

CHAMPAGNES AND SPARKLING BURGUNDYS

Cor. Jefferson and Warren Sts.

Guaranteed Naturally Fermented in the Bottle
A FULL LINE OF SWEET AND DRY WINES
The Most Complete List of Rare Varieties in America. Sold Everywhere. ,
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Rupa Gal
General Office

OFFICE FURNITURE - WOOD & STEEL

DAYTON, OHIO

SAFES - STEEL SHELVING - LOCKERS
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KOORS “29”

Dr. C. J. Schneble, 31

Always with the Boys

1116 S. Brown St.

CARL B. KOORS
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Reflections on a Masque
@ By C. J. Litkowski
This sophomore arts student delves into

Milton and brings to light some of his
findings on the subject of human nature.

dd

Cows:

is the work of a youthful

spirit, enamoured of its ideals of
beauty and virtue and zealous to exhibit the
identity of moral loveliness with moral severity.
The real incident from which the masque is
said to have originated disengages itself, in the
imagination of Milton, from the world of actual
occurrences and becomes an occasion for the
dramatic play of his own practical abstractions.
The young English gentlemen cast off their
identity and individuality, and appear in the
elementary shapes of ‘First Brother.’”’ The
Lady Alice rises into an ideal impersonation of
virgin strength and virtue. The scene is earth,
a wild wood; but earth, with the heavens arching over it, is a sort of dim spot in which men

go astray), and the supernatural powers
auxiliary to virtue in heaven and in earth—the
Attendant Spirit and the nymph Sabrina.

The enchanter Comus is son of Bacchus and
Circe and inheritor of twofold vice. If Milton

had pictured the life of innocent mirth in

principle in the soul gained by strenuous human

“L’Allegro,” here was a picture to set beside
the other, a vision of the genius of sensual indulgence. Yet Comus is inwardly, not outwardly foul; no grim monster like that which the
mediaeval imagination conjured up to terrify
the spirit and disgust the senses. The attempt
of sin upon the soul as conceived by Milton is
not the open and violent attack of a brute
power, but that of a cheat, an impostor. The
soul is put on its trial through the seduction of
the senses and the lower part of our nature.
Flattering lies entice the ears of Eve; Christ is
tried by false visions of power and glory, and
beneficent rule. And in like manner Comus
must needs possess a beauty of his own, such
beauty as ensnares the eye untrained in the
severe school of moral perfection. Correggio
sought him as a favorite model but not Michael
Angelo. He is sensitive to rich forms and sweet
sounds, graceful in oratory, possessed, like
Satan, of high intellect, but intellect in the
service of the senses; he surrounds himself with
a world of art which lulls the soul into forgetfulness of its higher instincts and of duty, his
palace is stately and “set out with all manner
of deliciousness.”’

endeavor aided by the grace of God. In this
spiritual warfare the powers of good and evil
are arrayed against one another; upon the side

Over against this potent enchanter stands
the virginal figure of the Lady who is stronger

of good are the Lady, her brothers (types of

than he. I’ve always found the presence of

human helpfulness weak in itself and liable to

strength

“strive to keep up a frail and feverish being”’
set below the ‘“‘starry threshhold of Jove’s
court.”

“‘Where those immortal shapes
Of bright aerial spirits live inspir’d
In regions mild of calm and severe air.”
From its first scene to the last, the drama is
a representation of the trials, difficulties and

dangers to which moral purity is exposed in
this world and of the victory of the better

in

a

woman

invincibly

attractive.
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Shakespeare, I think, also delighted to represent such characters as Rosalind, and Beatrice,
and Portia; characters at once stronger and
weaker than his Imogens and Desdomenas—
stronger because more intellectual, weaker because less harmoniously feminine. Something

idealists, conceived a similar situation in his
Clarissa. To subdue the will of the noble and
beautiful woman against whom he has set himself is as much the object of Lovelace as to gain
possession of her person. His mastery over her
outward fate grows steadily from less to more,

of weakness belongs to the Lady of Milton’s

until at length it is absolute; but her true per-

poem, because she is a woman, accustomed to

the protection of others, tenderly nurtured,

sonality (and Richardson never lets us forget
this) remains remote, untouched, victorious and
her death itself is not defeat, but a well con-

with a fair and gentle body; but when the hour
of trial comes she shows herself strong in
powers of judgment and of reasoning, strong
in her spiritual nature, in her tenacity of moral
truth, in her indignation against sin. Although
alone, and encompassed by evil and danger,
she is fearless, and so clear-sighted that the
juggling practice of her antagonist is wholly
ineffectual against her. There is much in the
Lady which resembles Milton himself—he, the

Lady of the college—and I believe that the

great debate concerning temperance was not
altogether dramatic, but was in part a record
of passages in the poet’s own spiritual history.
Milton admired the Lady as he admired the

ideal which he projected before him of himself.

She is, indeed, to be an object of cherishing
love.

The lady is unsubdued, and indeed unsub-

duable, because her will remains her own, a
citadel without a breach; but ‘he corporal
rind” is manacled, she is set in the enchanted
chair and cannot leave it. Richardson, an artist
who like Milton, wrote in the manner of the

ducted retreat from this life to a position of
greater security and freedom. Meanwhile, to
return to “Comus,” the brothers wander in the
wood. They are alike in being aimless and

helpless; if they are distinguished from each
other, it is only as ‘First Brother” and “Second
Brother,” and by one of the simple devices
common to all the ideal artists that I’ve come

into contact with—first brother is a philosopher
and full of hope and faith; second brother
is more apprehensive, and less thoroughly
grounded in ethics. The deliverance of their

sister would be impossible but for supernatural
interposition, the aid afforded by the Attendant
Spirit from Jove’s Court. In other words, Divine
Providence is asserted. Not without higher than
human is the Lady rescued, and through the
weakness of the mortal instruments of divine
grace but half the intended work is accomplished.
Comus escapes bearing his magic
wand, to deceive other strayers in the wood, to
work new enchantments, and swell his most

ugly-headed followers.

FLAG OF MY NATIVE LAND
They say thy stars and stripes by human hand
were made,
Yet see I not thy skyie form at even shade,
Flag of my native land?
‘Thy bars of red and white with failing day
do fade

In field of blue with myriad of stars besprayed,
Flag of my native land!
Sure once wert thou from out yon azure starry
glade
Enshrined in freedom’s climes, in flag formed

by a maid,
Flag of my native land!
—T. J. VINCENT.
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Going Home
® By Mark Litteken
There is a hustle and bustle in the halls
before the boys depart for a vacation.
Campus students, read this for a description of the exciting days before a
holiday season.

Coe home is perhaps one of the most
pleasant experiences one has in life. No
matter how well we enjoy other surroundings,
it seems as though we cannot but relish the
thought of someday returning to that enchanted
spot, called home. For home is more than just
a house, wherein we eat and sleep. It is a place
where all our joy, sorrow, happiness and sadness is centered. It possesses a certain, inde-

finable quality which always seems to be an
attraction, regardless of the length of time
one has been away.
Let us turn to a group of students who returned for the holidays, and let us see how
they passed the time before reaching home, and
what their reactions were. Although this was
but one small group, it was, perhaps, typical
of the thousands of similar groups returning
from various colleges and universities to many
different parts of the United States. As the time

for the homeward departure of this little group
approached, it seemed as though their hearts

bounded with a new joy and their spirits
thrilled with a new vitality. These signs were
not manifest in all cases, however. In some
instances the very opposite seemed to be true:
fellows ate little at meals, the food seemed to
have lost its usual savory tastiness and_ its
ordinary appetizing flavor; they neglected
their lessons, a rather unusual occurrence,
especially for the engineers; and they acquired
that far-away look as if they stood poised,
reaching for some too-far distant goal.
On the eve of the great event, activity reigned
supreme throughout the halls. It seemed as
though everyone had to tend to last-minute
details and had to make final arrangements.
Then came the business of packing suit cases
and traveling bags. After this was completed,
the students sought their beds for a few hours

the hours dragged on, they thought of home
and of the few, seemingly insurmountable
hours that separated them from their loved
ones. When morning finally arrived, many of
the lads attended Mass and received Holy Communion for a safe journey. Classes that morning were a mere routine; students entered,
listened to a lecture and left without having
gained any knowledge of the subject discussed.
At last, after whiling away what seemed to

be an eternity of time, the hour for their departure arrived and they left for their prearranged assembling place, the bus depot. It
was a peculiar group that had come together
there. Some were quiet, some were noisy, others

read magazines, while yet others slept peacefully amid the joyful chatter of excited holiday
travelers. As the bus was late, however, and
time weighed heavily on their hands, the group
seemed to look for some sort of amusement
which could be enjoyed by all who were present. They succeeded in discovering this very
thing in the person of one of their own number.
Acting as a self-appointed entertainment committee, he soon had the entire depot in an

uproar of applause with his clownish antics.
Nevertheless, time passed slowly, and it was
with great joy that all received word that their
bus had arrived.
The next difficulty that arose was to get the
entire group on the same bus. After much discussion, this was finally arranged to the satisfaction of all concerned. When the bus left,
however, and the boys began to cheer for Dayton, one of the women passengers remarked
that she wished she had taken another bus in
order that she might be able to sleep. Nevertheless, before she had ridden very far with this
hilarious group, she joined the singing, along
with the rest of the passengers. Due to the fact
that it was a very congenial gathering, the
laughter and song continued till late that night.

But, as the passengers grew tired, they fell
asleep, one by one, and peace and quiet reigned
for a few hours. The only sound to be heard
was the drone of the motor, mingled with the

of comfortable slumber. Nevertheless, many
there were that night who attempted in vain

regular breathing of the passengers. As the
night wore on, two students happened to awake

to get their much-needed rest, and sleep. As

at the same time, so they immediately began
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to arouse the other members of the party by
various disturbances. Soon the entire group was
awake, and songs and cheers once again rocked

the bus. This melee continued until day-break,
when the passengers turned to viewing the
wonderful scenes that the landscape presented
to the eye. Everything, even the tree branches
and fences, was coated with ice, giving one
the impression that he was traveling through
a fairyland; and when the sun had risen, the
earth seemed to take on a new radiance. The
glistening ice glittered and sparkled like thousands of irridescent gems. The occupants of
the bus soon were lost in contemplating the
beauty of the ever-changing scenery, and, almost before they knew it, they had reached
their destination.

As soon as the bus stopped, the passengers
began to disembark and commenced searching

for those who were to meet them. Once they
were found, the welcomes were hearty and
numerous. Oh, what a joy to see father and

mother

again!

A

hearty

handshake

from

brother, a kiss from sister and a tender smile
from the ‘dearest little girl in all creation’”—
what could make one happier than such a reunion! For several minutes the greetings .continued,

as

rejoicing

friends

and_

relatives

crowded about these young students. Then, of
a sudden, as if by some pre-determined signal,

the party dissolved and the members went to
their homes, after having bid each other a

reluctant farewell.

Habit Formation
© By Chrissoula Economides
The writer tells us about the kinds of
habits and what we should do to acquire
good habits.

Fave you ever stopped to consider how
many actions you perform without any
thought whatsoever on your part? Excluding,
of course, all impulsive activities which are
also executed thoughtlessly, the vast majority
of the things we do are begun and completed
before we realize it. For example, do you get
out of bed on the right or left side in the morning? Which shoe do you put on first? Doesit take
you five minutes or forty-five minutes to get
dressed? You certainly don’t think about each
one of these things every morning during the
process of waking up. You just do them automatically. While there are four types of activities—namely, reflex, habitual, deliberate, and
impulsive—it is these habitual ones with which
we are concerned in this discussion.
All actions serve as a basis for the judgment
of the character of an individual. Since most

of our actions are habitual, we may conclude
that habit is essentially the basis of character.
Our first impressions of an individual and the
nature of his character are derived from the
observation of how he acts. From this we judge
how he thinks. We may also say that the
Page six

greater the number of correct habits which an
individual possesses, the more stable his char-

acter will be. So we see that the exceedingly
close relationship existing between habit and
character makes it imperative for us to do our

utmost toward the
habits.

development of proper

In order that we may know more definitely
how to proceed in this development, we must
subdivide habit into its four different types
and study each one separately. First, we have
physical habits. Now, it goes without saying
that a person who neglects to care for his body
properly is certainly not going to make an

attractive appearance. Fortunately or unfortunately, we are not all born beautiful but we

all can make a clean and neat impression on
our associates by the inculcation of proper
physical habits. Second, we have mental habits.
Mental habits are nothing more nor less than

attitudes or habits of thought toward certain
definite objects. Our mental habits are influenced greatly by the teachers with whom
we associate while in school. Oftentimes we
hear a student say that he simply can not understand a certain subject—in other words, in
some way or other he has developed the wrong
attitude, the wrong mental habit, toward that
subject. Usually this is the fault of the teacher

whose job it is to put across to her students the
value which they will derive from the study of
her subject, the pleasure which they will find
in being able at some time in the future to
discuss problems in that very field in an intelligent manner. If she is a good teacher, she will

obtain the interest of her pupils by motivation
and stimulation, thus instilling the proper attitude of mind in the classroom toward an otherwise dry subject. Third, we have emotional
habits. Emotional habits imply a certain amount
of repression, a great amount of control, and
very intense training of the will. There are so

many obvious disadvantages to uncontrolled
emotions that it is evident that there is a great
need for emotional stability through the de-

velopment of correct emotional habits. You

They are good or bad habits as related to a
specific code of conduct. Usually a person will
accept the standards of conduct set by right
reason rather than those set by his own indi-

vidual reason. If the person is really sincere in
his endeavor to make of himself an honorable

character, he will abide respectfully by these
standards of conduct.
Now that we have discussed the various
kinds of habit and their relation to character,
let us consider briefly the elements in the

formation of habit. In the first place, we must
decide upon a possible goal—in this case it
would be the acquiring of a new habit. Then
the first element is conviction—that is, we must
convince ourselves of the merits of the new
activity, realizing the good that it will do us.
The second element is preparation which in-

know, emotions can either make us or break
us. If we are their masters, they will make us;
if they are our masters, they will break us. If
we allow our emotions to play havoc and act
impulsively all the time, what is to distinguish
us from the animal? This is where the will
comes in. The training of the will is probably
the most important thing in habit and character
formation. God gave us this faculty to use to
our best advantage and most of us neglect its
training disgracefully. Emotions are such a
tremendous force in our lives, because of their
constant excitation of the bodily senses, that
the importance of their control is self-evident.
By realizing their futility, avoiding atmospheres
which make for emotion, and repressing external manifestation, we can say with a certain
amount of certainty, that we are emotionally
stable characters. Fourth and last, we have

making all conditions favorable so that the
actual start, which is the next element, may be
made easier. The fourth element and a very
important one is persistence. If we do not persist in performing our new habit at every possible opportunity, it will not become our own
for it is through repetition that habits are
formed and become fixed. The final element
is the realization of the satisfaction which we
have derived from the formation of a new
habit. After we have acquired a habit, be it
good or bad, it is very difficult to break it. An
entirely new impression must be made on the
nervous system—which reminds me to make an
impression on my nervous system to develop

moral habits which terms are self-explanatory.

the habit of getting work in on time.

volves not only preparing ourselves but also

DREAMS
Alone with my dreams in the twilight,
Alone with my thoughts once more,
And I think of things in the future,
And of things that have gone before.
But it is not events of the future,
Nor is it events of the past,
But the present, the hours I’m living,
That will have results that last.
So I’ve shut from my mind the future,
And I’ve closed my mind to the past,
It’s only the present I’m living,
It alone yields fruit that will last.

—SISTER MARY AUDREY, C.P.P:S.
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Classifying College
Students
© By William H. Smith
A campus business freshman looks about
the university and divides the students
into three classes. We believe you will
consider his findings very sane and
normal.

adjoining mine. Through observation, I have

noticed that he has his light on early in the

W

x» a person moves to a new town,
he is immediately confronted with
the problem of readjusting himself. He must
fit himself in with his new surroundings, and
in so doing, he must make new friends. At first
the problem of knowing just who is your
friend and who is not, is very confusing, but,

after awhile, this problem becomes less difficult and you begin to separate your friends
from your acquaintances.
Since I am a boarding student at a university, I believe I can speak from experience. I

have been at the university for a period of two
months and already I have begun to take more
to some of my “dorm” mates than to others.
I do not profess to be a psycho-analyst but I
have made a rather thorough study of the
different types of students living under the
same roof as I, and have come to the conclusion
that most students can be classified as the ex-

treme type or the happy-medium type. This
study which I have made has proved very interesting, and it was this interest that gave rise
to the writing of this essay.
When we begin to analyze something it is a
good policy to do so by comparison. Therefore,
if we are to analyze the different types of students we must compare them; this is best done
by studying their attitudes toward a certain
thing. Since we are dealing with college students, let us first base our comparison on the

attitude taken towards the

preparation

The second student which I am about to
discuss is the direct opposite to the one just
mentioned. This type of person is one who tries
to get by with as little studying as possible. He
is seldom found in the library doing research
work. He takes advantage of every “out” night,

regardless of whether he has an important
test the following day or not. Frequently he
gets assignments by copying someone else’s
work, and you always find him boasting of
having never cracked a book.
In the third student we find a pleasing mixture of the other two. He is a boy who never
falls behind in his school work and at the same
time never lets his studies get the better of
him, so that he hasn’t enough time for social
activities. It is this type of individual that
usually makes the best companion.
Let us now turn our attention from the
preparation of assignments to the participation
in extra-curricular activities. Herein lies the
real spice of college life, and the college that
doesn’t make this an important part of its program is making a big mistake. A student who
doesn’t take advantage of these activities is
also making a big mistake. Let us compare
the attitudes of our three types of students
towards participation in outside activities.

of

assignments.
As I said before we have three types, namely,
those who are at either extreme and those who

make up the middle class. The first type might
be called the ‘“‘brain-trust’”’ type of individual.
He is a person that does nothing but study. I
have just such an individual living in the room
Page eight

morning and late at night, in addition to studying all day. My personal opinion is contrary
to such a mode of life especially when it interferes with the proper amount of rest and exercise necessary for a healthy body and an alert
mind.

Our first example is the boy who stays in the
background and lets the others do the work.
Of course he wants to partake of any benefits
which might be reaped from his classmates’

efforts, but in general, he is the slacker type.
He has a decided lack of school spirit, never
being present at any of the pep rallies, and
certainly never tries to uphold the standards of

his school by taking an active part in such organizations as the Debating Society, and the
like. Usually such a person has very few friends,
for he is soon found out and ostracized by his

more ambitious school-mates.
On the other hand you have the student who
rates ninety-nine per cent in school spirit and

routine of outside activities mixed with studies.
This boy is the very backbone of every college
in this country. It is he who can rightfully look
back in later years and say, “Those were the
happiest days of my life!”

vidual is the other extreme, but at least he is
getting something out of his college life. Of

As I have already stated I do not profess to
be a psycho-analyst in enumerating the characteristics of students. I have merely tried to
point out to you a comparison of students’ atti-

course you have the ideal companion who

tudes and I hope I have accomplished this in

reaches a happy medium by a well rounded

this essay.

one per cent in school work. This tyve of indi-

The Tomb of Maga
® By F. D. Sommers
Members of a historical society look for
a paper in an Egyptian tomb. A freshman business student tells us what
happens.

T

night had come! The pale yellow
moon above, fantastic as it may sound,
watched us with a smirkish grin on its face.
We traveled down the narrow path, with all
of our faith centered in our mysterious yet
amusing guide. The lights of the town were now
completely lost from sight.
“About how much farther, Toga?” said Bill
Van Myer, while trying to hide his nervousness by lighting a cigarette. Toga, our Egyptian
guide, ignored his question but was quick to

ourselves by thinking how preposterous were
the legends of our destination, Toga turned

suddenly and told us to cover our faces.
‘Some

more

‘tommy-rot,’

I

guess,”

said

Victor.
Just then, about fifty yards ahead of us we

noticed a small edifice about fifteen square
feet. Toga hesitated before entering the small
opening on one side of the strange building.
“Go on,” said Bill. “You said yourself it was
a safe night.”
“Yes,” he answered, “but is forbidden to
enter more than one.”’

knock the cigarette from his hand and stamp
it into the sand of the desert.

“He means that not more than one at a time

may be in there,” I told them as I approached
“Where we go, smoke bad, Moon-god no like
foreign smoke.”’

“Now, just what does he mean by that?”
I said.
“Oh, just some silly superstition. Egypt is
full of such nonsense,” said Bill’s brother
Victor, who was an agent for an historical
society in the United States.
The silence was unbroken for about ten
minutes. The moon seemed to get brighter with

every step we took. As we were trying to calm

the opening. I asked Victor for his flashlight
and said that I would go in and get the famous
“Maga,” a paper of great historical value, which
we had come all the way from America to
obtain.
“No, no!” said Toga, in an excited voice.
“You say you come for to look, no take Maga,

it mean death.”
I took no heed of his warning and slowly
entered what now I look back on as hell. The
first thing I saw was a door on which were

Egyptian letters which meant:
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Royal Tomb of the Maga King, taken by
Moon-god.

thought the door to be. My out-stretched hand
touched the cold stone bier, and I made another
dash for the door but was again unsuccessful.

The door was easily opened. As I entered, I
noticed a strange fragrance. Over in one corner
there was a statue, beautifully carved, probably an old Egyptian god or goddess. On the
wall to my right there were carved various

Finally reaching the door, I rushed through it
and out into the dark night.

was the most horrible sight I have ever seen
or expect to see.

with the moon. I started running but I didn’t
know where.

phases of the moon. At the far end of the room

On a solid block of stone, embedded with
precious stones, lay the earthly remains of the
Maga king. For a minute I was motionless.
Then, frankly frightened half to death, I approached the gruesome figure. Clutched in its
hand was the Maga. With a mad dash, I

The moon was completely gone, hidden behind a large black cloud. I called to my com-

panions but to no avail. They had disappeared

*

“He will be all right in a few days—just ex-

“Did he have any papers of identification on
him?”
“No,” answered the nurse, ‘“‘just an old piece
of paper in his hand. We couldn’t read, here

In my haste I dropped my flashlight. Its
beam of light struck directly on a carving on
the wall, and then went out. I stood frozen.

After a moment I tooka step in the direction I

itis.”
“Just an old letter I guess,” said the doctor,

lighting his pipe from a gas burner with it.

ASPECT AT EIGHT O’CLOCK ON
THURSDAY MORNING
Four nuns,
Black robed,
Walk with measured tread
To Mass.
Their steps
Are chants
To Thee, O God,
To Thee.
I go
In red,

Wearing bracelets of bronze,
To church.
My eyes
Are songs
To Thee, O God,

To Thee.
—MARTHA J. WELHENER.
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haustion,” said the doctor.

grabbed the paper, turned, and ran for the

door.

*

A Reply
@ By Russell H. Schlattmann

This article is a reply in humorous vein
to an article that appeared in the October
issue of the Exponent.

A CERTAIN article appeared in the October issue of the Exponent entitled “Debunking the College Hero,” that had a short
note under the title, which read thus: “O, men

read what your sisters here at Dayton think of
you. What is your answer?” This is a future
engineer’s (?) reply to this very humorous
article. I must admit that it was true to life,
but I am afraid that our fair author failed to
consider her topic from both sides. Before beginning my reply, however, I wish to remind
you that all characters and incidents portrayed
in this article are wholly fictitious, and references that may apply to any of the freshmen,
both male and female, are merely a coincidence.

The Chemical Nature of Women has long
puzzled the many famous scientists of the day.
Among the more renowned are Robert Taylor,
Omar Khayyam and Charlie McCarthy. These
scientists, however, have finally reached a
solution, and they have set the accepted
atomic weight of women at 120. However, since
there are many different atomic weights, there
is a great variety in the chemical and physical

properties of women. In fact these properties
are so peculiar and varied, that we men (this
includes the day-dogs, believe it or not) spend
the most of our lives finding out nothing about
something that means everything. I'll admit
that the women have us fooled, frantic, and
flat (broke). As an example, every man claims
to know twice as much about the women as the
man next to him. The mannext’ to him never
knows anything, therefore he knows nothing,
and consequently, I’m wasting my valuable

time writing about nothing. This is a simple

example of what the woman is doing to this
modern generation of ours, and then our fair
author complains about the minor offenses that
the girls have to contend with from the fellows.

Let me refresh in your mind some of the many
trials and tribulations that we have to contend

with. I have not been a victim of all of these
trials, but they have become far too numerous
among the boys, and I think that this is the

proper time to refresh some of them in your
memories.
Let us start from the very beginning and
show you what woman began in this world.
Take a look at the world today! Is there not
much turmoil in it? What has caused all of

this? It is very simple. One woman began the
trouble, and this woman was Eve. It was she,
who first ate of the forbidden tree and then
gave to Adam. Because of Adam’s fault God
took away many gifts, and we were punished
by death, and a tendency to evil. This might be
a good answer to “Debunking the College
Hero,” but I intend to go farther.

When a fellow has a date, the first thing he
does is call for his girl. It is at this point that

many friendships are broken. Why is it that
so many of these twentieth century girls are

always late? I am not implying that all are
like this. In fact, there are just a few that
have this fault, but those few are enough. Not
only are they always late, but some of the
utterly preposterous excuses that they present
are quite discouraging. They even go so far
as to complain of an aching tooth, and then
end the evening’s festivities by drinking ice

cold coca cola. Their tooth doesn’t bother them
then.

There is another type of girl that the fellows
cannot stand. It is quite difficult to describe
adequately this girl, but I will do my best. She
has a very bad habit. She is constantly talking
of different places she has visited with other

men. I don’t know why it is, but all of the places
she mentions, seem to be of a better class than
the one to which her present friend is taking

her. Whether they do this without thinking of
the annoyance they cause, I cannot explain, but
if they are doing this merely to make an impression, they are all wrong. Their talk does
everything but impress their escort. It makes
(Continued on page eighteen)
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THE EDITOR’S SOAP BOX
D AYTON, a city which in the past has furnished pioneers in genuinely worthy and
progressive movements, has been invited to
participate in a movement, advertised “humane,” but which is in fact not only inhumane,

but un-Christian, and contrary to the moral
law: the legalization of involuntary euthanasia.
To quote from an article appearing in a local
newspaper, two weeks ago: ‘“I am planning to
contact a group of citizens here to urge support
of the Euthanasia movement a little later in the
year,” said Dr. Inez C. Philbrick, practicing
physician in Lincoln, Nebraska, for 44 years

and a resident of Dayton since last April.’
During 17 years, Dr. Philbrick taught 2600
girls sex hygiene at the University of Nebraska,
until June, 1936, when she retired because she
was “fair and seventy.” In criticizing the practice of referring to the movement as a system
of mercy killings, and commenting that this
term connotes something suggestive of murder,
Dr. Philbrick was quoted as saying that “Euthanasia means simply that, after all methods
known to science have been applied in treating
a patient, who is the victim of an APPARENTLY incurable disease, and doctors know that
the only recourse is waiting for death, then
doctors are legally given the right to administer painless death by morphine, gas, hypodermic or any agent agreed on by patient and
doctor.” The physician believes that it should
not only be voluntary, but in many cases of

hopeless insanity and mental and physical disintegration, it should be imposed.
The capitals in the above paragraph are
mine. And that word expresses only one of the
fallacies of the idea. Even the purely natural
Page twelve

objections to the legalization of murder are
impressive.
Several years ago, Dr. Austin
O’Malley quoted a list of post-mortem examinations where the original diagnosis had been
made by men with a reputation for fair work.
In a shockingly high percentage of cases, the
diagnosis was wrong. Dr. O’Malley said: ‘In
small town the diagnoses are much worse. The
infallible diagnostician is rare. The ordinary
man goes through a lifetime of gross errors

and calls his homicides ‘medical experience.’
These ordinary men are not quacks; they are
our reputable physicians, but what they do not
know of medicine is appalling. If euthanasia
were legalized what a boom there would be in
that post-medical activity, the undertaking
business!”
How can a physician know an incurable dis-

ease will not suddenly become curable? Medicine has today found a way to tame smallpox,
yellow fever and diabetes, which a few years
ago baffled the skill of medical genius. Legalizing euthanasia will destroy the incentive to
discover a cure for cancer, for then doctors can
forego laborious researches and with full sanction of the state kill off the cancer-stricken.
Suicide would increase, and the medical profession would become dealers in wholesale
slaughter. Besides, patients who pleaded for
death have been known to change their minds
later.

A statute limited only to voluntary euthanasia
does not alter the picture. Backers of the move

play on emotionalism and describe scenes in
which sufferers writhing in agony on their beds,

—and probably out of their heads—beg “to be
put out of their misery.”’ Life is an inalienable

right of man. It cannot be self-repudiated,

either. The Creator is the source of all author-

ity, and He has not conferred upon patient,

speech rules, and the amendment subsequently
bottled in committee for the rest of the session.

doctor, or lawmaker the right to end an inno-

President Roosevelt was the prime mover in the

cent person’s life. When the National Society

defeat of the Ludlow bill, and his well-timed
letter to Speaker Bankhead of the house stated
that he considered the proposed amendment
“impracticable in its application and incompatible with our representative form of government.” The president stated further that he
believed the measure would, instead of keeping
us out of war, produce the opposite effect.

for the Legalization of Euthanasia was formed
on January 17 in New York City, it adopted as
its slogan the words of Christ, ‘““Blessed are the
merciful.”’ But if self-sanctioned execution sends

a patient to the pit for all eternity, where is
the mercy?
When such a measure was introduced in the
first session of the Nebraska unicameral legislature a year ago this month, it was killed in

The president is a trifle confused on the matter. He deliberately evades the main issue. The

committee. The bill was inspired by Dr. Phil-

backers of the Ludlow Amendment have not

brick and sponsored by Senator Comstock,
whose mother the former attended at his birth.

claimed that their plan would prevent war: it

Dr. Philbrick branded the opposition as “ignorant,” and asserted that the Hippocratic oath,
vintage of 300 B. C., needs amendment to meet
the thought and needs of the 20th century A. D.
But truth and right are immutable concepts.
May those unnamed Dayton citizens keep that
in mind when approached by Dr. Philbrick.
Incidentally, a corollary of her doctrine suggests itself: extermination of aged persons who

become a social nuisance. She is well past three
score and ten. Sacrificing herself to her principle wouldn’t prove anything, but it would
surely put her out of her misery! A nice ride on
a rail ought to do the job.
*

*

*

NOTE: The EXPONENT will welcome any student comment on the war referendum question. Contributions may be handed in to staff members or the
faculty advisor. Providing interest shown is sufficient
to warrant it, they ‘will be published in a special
section of the March number.
*

*

*

W

is another activity in which, like
medicine, the disposition of human
life figures. In respect to the individual, euthanasia gives certain death, even when the possibility of cure prevails. A declaration of war,
on the other hand, need not necessarily result
in death to the individual: there is always the
chance that he can dodge bullets and shrapnel.
The distinction being made, application is found

in the Ludlow War Referendum Bill which the
United States Congress, bending under tremendous pressure from administration sources,
defeated last month by the scant margin of 21
votes in the house. Prior to the vote a national

poll was 73 per cent in favor of free debate of
the proposal, if not actually for its adoption.

Yet the vote was called up under 20-minute

would rather, and what is more important,
place the responsibility for taking up arms,
upon those who do the taking up! As for being
incompatible with representative government,
that is rapidly becominga farce in this country
anyway: witness the way in which the bill was

defeated. Did the congressmen vote as 73 per

cent of their constituents desired? Of course
not. The situation is clearly indicative of what
would happen if, growing tired of having our
consuls slapped around in China, and playing
power-politics diplomacy, the administrative
bloc could send us into another foreign war,
because it and 27 per cent of the people think
we should defend the world, through the conspiracy of having a war resolution debated
under 20-minute rules, preceded by another

presidential missive! The pact that outlawed
war as an instrument of national policy would
be no barrier to Rooseveltian opportunism, just
as it has been no deterrent to Italy and Japan.
It is an outmoded idea to think that neutral
rights must be observed in wartime.

Sooner or later another incident will occur.
It may happen when. Germany grabs the
Ukraine, and the whole awful mess of 1914-18
will be repeated. And unless public opinion, the
hearing of which is the essence of democracy,
is taken into account, we will have the same
futile kick coming: ‘Propaganda and the government got us into it!’”’ The least that can be said
in favor of a war referendum is that it will
show that the choice, one way or the other, was
ours. And still, there are college students who
say: “Why let the people decide their destiny?
They rarely know what they’re doing anyway!”’
Smug professors assert that ‘“‘What the student
thinks of current issues is not worth consideration.”

But we will have to do the fighting, not the

professors! And let’s do it here.
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FEMININE

PHILOSOPHY
WOMEN TAKE THEIR PLACES
This age is a

changing world as far as

women are concerned. They have been moved

control.

Caroline

O’Day,

\
I

RS

co

Congresswoman-at-

large, for New York, is persistant in her pleas
for peace. And Mrs. Caraway, of Arkansas,

finds that the Social Security Act keeps her well

from the home to every field of society—
education, industry, politics, and science—all
Today
have women in their hall of fame.
on
admissi
as
serve
sex,
not
,
courage
ability and
cards.

occupied.

In this, the 75th Congress, there are six
women, five in the House and one in the Senate.
There are six votes coming from women. And

six serve as examples to those few who still

segment of legislation called the woman’s
angle. In fact, woman’s angle has broadened
out until it covers the complete field of legislation.

Ss 2 —MARGUERITE M. PARRISH.

they are not narrowed down to a little V-shaped

Mrs. Nan Wood Honeyman, the new Oregon
Congresswoman, is especially interested in the

Bonneville power project which is in her district. Mrs. Mary T. Norton, who is dean of the
congresswomen, is the only woman to be a
committee chairman. Her pet interest is the tax
on loveliness. In other words, she hopes to remove the present tax on cosmetics. Edith Nourse
Rogers is the only Republican woman in Congress and the only woman on the important
foreign affairs committee. She is working hard
for the protection of American cotton and
strong neutrality laws. The veteran’s legislation
also appears to be one of her pet pastimes.
Mrs.

Virginia

Jenckes,

of

Indiana,

is

an

austere and saddened woman this year because
of the death of her only child, a 20-year-old
daughter, but she has not lost interest in flood
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Women in Congress are no longer considered
among the “Wonders of the World,” and the
time is past for treating them with a sex differential. All six women are married, and all
say that a “woman’s place is in the home,” and
‘no woman can successfully carry on two jobs
at one time.”

WITH EVERY SACRIFICE
A few years ago, it was my good fortune to
meet through correspondence a most amazing
personality. It was then that the first glimpse
came to me of the keen satisfaction that comes
only after a hard struggle has resulted in accomplishment, after a tedious battle has been
won. Since the person who prompted this bit of
recognition is in every sense a woman, it seems

fitting that she receive a particular mention
here.
It was in the city of Philadelphia, about ten
years ago, that a young woman equipped with
a love for humanity, a strong will power, and
a thorough knowledge of medicine, set out to
do that which was not unknown at the time,
but was, nevertheless, the unusual procedure

for a woman of her profession. This ‘“‘lady-doc-

who passed the law, if truthful, will confess

tor” had a plan, which in due course of time
she presented to the proper officials. Over-

their juvenile love for the “old swimming hole,”
against authority.

riding innumerable difficulties, both with re-

gard to finances and prejudices, the physician
finally succeeded is arousing the interest of
the Catholic hierarchy. To the worthy prelates

she confided her ambition. Finally, after public
interest had been stimulated, and after confidence in herself had been won, the plan began
to materialize.

Obviously, we owe Brazil a debt of gratitude
not only for bringing Tom into proper focus,
but for opening our eyes to the proper status
of all small children. All five and nine-yearolds are definitely Red. Juvenile Bolshevism, of
the Tom Sawyer type, is as old as the world,

and I wonder just what the ‘“‘master minds”
will do with their own young Marys and Bills?

It was ten years ago that Doctor Elsie Whitlock-Rose, with the assistance of generous Catholic religious laymen, founded the Clinic of
Notre Dame des Malades.
It was she who
dreamed of an institution for the care of
women. Just as she fought her own battles in
medical school, she fought again. And again
she is living a dream that to so many seemed a
will-o’-the-wisp. It was this same person who
described her difficulties as a “hard row to hoe... but the harvest is so satisfying.’’ With every
sacrifice comes an immeasurable amount of joy.
We, therefore, in commemoration

of

At any rate I will be watching the Brazilian
experiment with great interest and hope and

pray that poor Charlie McCarthy will not be
turned out. Just imagine how uninteresting life
would be without Charlie?

—MARGUERITE M. PARRISH.

the

tenth anniversary of the founding of the Clinic
of Notre Dame des Malades, extend to its
founder and her assistants our most sincere
wishes for a continuation of the joy found in
their ennobling work, and an increase in the

benefits derived from their personal sacrifices.

BLACK AND WHITE
March! March! March! The co-eds are ~
marching! Yes, in black and white the co-eds
of Germany (or should one say “of Hitler’)
are marching. On the campus, and off the cam-

pus, the pretty damsels of the land of goose—ALMA C. BRAUN.

Brazilian government, in its campaign against
“subversive and communistic literature,’ has
removed that beloved) Mark Twain classic,
“The Adventures of Tom Sawyer,” from public
book shelves. This story which grew out of the
heart of boyhood, I have always considered as

steppers are commanded by their Vaterland
(in which Vater stands for Hitler and land for
the same thing) to trip through the Hitlerowned campuses, studying the courses outlined
by Hitler, saluting Hitler, wearing the uniform
suggested by Hitler. The uniforms are ‘“‘ducky”
creations of black and white following the new
trends of fashion. (Hitler’s fashions). For decoration, the designer (you guess) embroidered
an insignia corresponding to the latest laws of
the Nazis. Imagine the thrill one gets upon
arising to see the same insignia on the bedroom
wall, as on the dining room wall, as on the billboard, as on the school building, as on the coat
of one’s uniform! Soon they will be adopting
the cunning bit of propaganda as a fitting
complement to the latest “junk-jewelry.” But

rich in knowledge and philosophy, but now

maybe Germany, alias Hitler, wouldn’t ap-

that the matter has been pointed out, I can see
that Tom was as definitely Red as if he had
been hatched in the Kremlin. He was in almost
constant revolt against authority—as is any

prove. After all, one can imagine that Hitler’s
stamp of disapproval is another question to
which there is only one answer, i.e.: Hitler’s.

BELIEVE IT OR NOT
In these days of queer legislation we should

not be surprised at anything, but occasionally
certain acts of the “‘master minds” of our
nations are just too amazing to allow to pass

by unnoticed. It is of interest to note that the

healthy, normal boy. Those very magistrates

—ALMA C. BRAUN.
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Newspaper Stuff
®@ By Jim Martin
The object of this article is to give a
composite picture of the American college campus as mirrored by student
newspapers. There has been no direct
attempt to reflect conditions on the
U. D. campus, though such inferences
may be imputed to this, the previous,
and ensuing articles.

OLLEGE professors usually begin the
first lecture of courses in journalism by
solemnly announcing that a newspaper is “a
private commercial enterprise that functions
as a public institution.” Taking the statement
at face value, it implies that a newspaper, besides being a mere news chronicle, possesses

of formal journalism education, but was revived
in 1926 through the Lee Memorial School of
Journalism. After the early failure, the idea of
formal journalism training continued to arouse
interest and debate. Close observers of the controversy saw a gradual accumulation of editorial sentiment on the side of college training.
Soon, courses in journalism were added to the
curricula of colleges all over the country.

¢

certain social responsibilities which are discharged through editorials. Whether they attack, defend, praise or teach, these editorials
have as their basic purpose to direct constructively the thinking and consequently the action of
the reading public. The best fitted to interpret
the trends of the times for the nation tomorrow

are the collegiate journalists of today. But
college-trained editors have only comparatively
recently been made available, colleges having
previously failed to provide specialized instruc-

tion for potential

members

of the Fourth

Estate.
In 1789, when the advisability of having college-trained editors in charge of newspapers
was first discussed, it was not widely supported.
“The most base, false, servile and venal publications that ever polluted society’ was the

stern indictment uttered by John W. Fenno of
the Gazette of the United States, in reference
to newspapers of that day. It was he who suggested that the evil might be removed by the
appointment of college-trained editors. Such
conditions prevailed until 1869, when the first
tangible remedy was proposed by Robert E.
Lee, commander of the Confederate forces
during the Civil War. As president of Washington College (later Washington and Lee
University), he shocked his colleagues and contemporary editors when he asked his board of
trustees to provide instruction in newspaper
technique. The Washington and Lee experi-

ment was discontinued in 1876, due to the indirect pressure brought upon it by opponents
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All of which leads up to a question: does
the practice gained by collegiate editors really
qualify them for executive positions on news-

papers? If so, how? If not, why not? It has
been with these queries in mind that the writer
has studied a large number of campus publications before and since beginning this series.
Last October, at a convention of the Asociated
Collegiate Press in Chicago, Mr. Curtis MacDougal, editor of the National Almanac, pointed
out to collegiate editors that editorials are never
read by the majority of students, that most
editorials are ineffective “hot air,’ and that
crusades are insincere. This so aroused Dean
A. Myers of Capital University, that he devoted
a front-page story to lampooning the non-editorial policy. “Of course,”’ he wrote, “‘the majority of students on college campuses never read
the editorials. A large group of that same
majority never read text-books either. It doesn’t
follow that either one should not be printed.”
And Editor Myers expressed his injured amazement that others were taking the advice and
ceasing to write editorials. Even supposing that
Mr. MacDougal was correct in branding the
average collegiate editorial as insincere and
ineffective, should he place all the blame on
the editor? If so many editorials are innocuous,
it may be due to censorship exerted by college
administrations, having a misconception of the
newspaper’s mission as their raison d’etre.
Granted that tabloids are undesirable; granted
that education should have direction: the latter
can be overdone. Here is a quotation from the
Southland:

“The University of Kentucky,” says a student editor there, “has attempted to stifle the
Kentucky Kernel, a student newspaper. We

regard this with grave misgivings.”’ Commenting upon an address delivered by Dr. Shannon,

member of the University of Kentucky Graduate
School, having censorship of the press as its
theme, he continued, “It was fine. A democratic
nation must today hear both sides of every
question. It is the very essence of democracy.
This holds true for college newspapers. Any
attempt to stifle student opinion must reflect
itself ultimately in the citizen. Of course, there
is a limit. Sensationalism must not be paramount over truth. The intelligent editor will

cheaper prices; 4. Establish a separate publicity department for the University; 5. Better
the co-operation betwen the student body and
the University administration.
The Capital
Chimes, edited at Capital University, favors:
1. Installation of its editor-in-chief on the

not use his publication to attain selfish ends.
Censorship smacks of Fascism and dictatorship.

The Associated Collegiate Press and the
National Scholastic Press Association annually
conduct a critical service for college publications, through which “All-American” and “‘All-

It must not be.”

Here is an illustration of what one paper did,
The Gamecock of the University of South Carolina. When the school’s athletic situation was
recently “investigated”’ by a state congressional
committee, no effort was made to silence the

Gamecock on the issue. The paper, in recently

Campus Council; 2. Abolition of “high school”
methods of initiating freshmen; 3. A realignment and simplification of the Ohio Conference.

State” ratings are awarded to the superior
papers in the respective classes. Gaining such
recognition tends to add prestige to the recipient publications, and encourages competition

for perfection along general technical lines.

launching a campaign for open subsidization, commanded the attention of all the wire
services, and was quoted in every paper from
Miami to New York.

Two Ohio weeklies last year achieved the AllAmerican status. One has eight five-column
pages, the other, four pages eight columns in
width. The latter in an issue of last month,
carried a story in the form of a symposium,

Some metropolitan dailies preserve the cus-

where students aired opinions of faculty members, both complimentary and otherwise. The

tom of carrying beneath their mastheads a list
of propositions, or more often a general statement, as a sort of editorial platform. Some are

quite vague, such as the poetic, “Here shall the

Press the People’s rights maintain,” or the
noble sounding, but equally indefinite, “This

paper

is

consecrated

everlastingly

to

the

same number indicates a vigorous editorial
policy, the editor having lashed out against
petty larceny on the campus.
The former,
though conservatively confining itself to boosting the school, in a recent editorial column did
find fault with the failure of the Student Council to limit the number of extra-curricular ac-

highest principles of journalism.”
A few
collegiate newspapers have copied this practice.
The Trail Blazer, organ of Morhead State
Teachers’ College, favors: 1. A new Trail Blazer

tivities in which one individual could partici-

typewriter; 2. A remote control radio station;
3. Scholastic honorary societies. The platform

campus should express student opinion and
that the students should take an active part

of the Cluster, Mercer University paper, for
1937-38 is to: 1. Add typing and shorthand
courses, for which credit toward degrees would
be allowed, to the Mercer curriculum; 2. Broadcast radio programs direct from Mercer campus; 3. To reduce the profits made by the cam-

pus co-op, and sell supplies to students at

pate, and suggested a change.

We believe that the newspaper on a college
in the expression of this opinion. This is the

real training for life because such an expression
of opinion is necessary in this democratic government of ours. Naturally there should be a
sane guidance of college journalism by those
who are the leaders of the future Americans in
the colleges.
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(Continued from page eleven)

him feel as though he were inferior to the other
boys that she has gone out with, and sooner
or later he will become angry at this heckling,
and stop dating this girl. Before long, her unpleasant qualities will become known to other
persons through the medium of our famous and
internationally known “Bull Sessions,” and she
will find herself sitting at home knitting a

sweater the night of the Military Ball.
I hope that in answering the article ‘‘Debunking the College Hero,” I have conclusively
shown that the boys are not the only ones that
are in the wrong. I wish to say, that these faults
that I have listed in this brief article are more
serious than those contained in the article that
I have answered. No doubt you can enumerate
more mistakes that are outstanding in the girls

you date. Do not get the impression that by this
article I mean that the girls are very serious
offenders in everything. That is not true. I

believe that every mistake that is made by a
girl can be matched with a similar mistake
made by some fellow.

I am sincerely grateful to the weather man
for his cooperation. It will prove very helpful
that the river is low, as it will be easier to find
the many bodies that will sink to its depths in
the weeks to come. I say this because I believe
that there will be many arguments between
the sexes, when they read this article, and
compare it with the previous article. In conclusion, further proof may be had for any
statement that I have made by referring to the

broadcast of the “Voice of Experience” on
April 13, 1927.

Potpourri
MY PET AUTO HATE

These persons are wont to give numerous direc-

tions, admonitions to the driver about what he
My pet hate in automobiling does not in any
way constitute a part of the machine itself, its
appearance or any outside force affecting the
car; it is found within the automobile. This

“bug-a-boo”’ inevitably presents itself in almost
every situation where there is another passenger
besides the driver in the car.
My auto’s
anathema is commonly called a ‘“back-seat
driver.”’
A “back-seat driver” may come under any
human form, male or female. The female element has more members and is more active but
the male body is more effective. One does not
expect such action from a man and when he
suddenly begins jabbering or gesticulating
wildly, the operator may, and often does, lose
control of his car. The two worst types of
“back-seat drivers’ can be classified as the
“bickering” or “mother-in-law” type (so-called
because of the prevalence of mother-in-laws in
its ranks) and the “know-more”’ type.
The

majority of the first type is composed of highstrung women who are constantly on the alert
with countless warnings, muffled screams and
sighs of relief. The second “know-more”’ type
has a majority of men among its members.
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should have done, and a better route than that
being followed. They always assume they are
better drivers and have the best knowledge of
directions, roads, and short-cuts. The members
of this type should be bound and gagged or
made to ride in the trunk.

Imagine a “back-seat driver” in a machine
operated by a deaf-mute. He would certainly
be heart-broken. It’s too bad that there aren’t
enough deaf-mutes to be had to drive all cars

besieged by “back-seat drivers.” Or perhaps

some wise manufacturer will provide a special
sound-proof compartment with the many other
new features to care for such pests. Then,
once more the driver, too, can enjoy an automobile ride.

—JEAN STAPENHORST.

COAT-HANGERS
Alas! and Alack! how little serious thought
is given to the ever-important coat hanger.
This great supporting factor of daily routine is
so heedlessly taken for granted.

Almost hourly the coat hanger is being mis-

team does are wrong. He doesn’t seem to realize

used abominably by unthinking, unappreciative
persons. The barbaric herd of humanity rushes
to the coat rack and ruthlessly grabs a coat
hanger, then unmercifully submits it to some

that it takes a certain amount of brains as well
as of brawn to be a good football player. Each
time a play fails, it is because the team did not

torturous exercises executed by the hand of

perhaps a nervous member of this herd. With

do as he thought it should. He thinks he knows
football from A to Z, but the chances are
ninety-nine out of one hundred that he has

all possible care and precision, the outer garment, known as a coat, is then placed with
extreme fastidiousness upon the abused hanger.

never played football in his life, let alone

However, little thought is given to how the

“That tackle looks like he never hit a man
before, and is afraid he’ll knock him down,”
caustically comments our kibitzer. “Of course
the tackle was selected for the position because
of good looks and high grades. That team is
rotten. They don’t know a football when they
see one. If they’d do so and so, they’d knock
their opponents for a row of goal posts.”

hanger is again placed upon the rack. But when
the coat hanger is not available—Oh! Woe—
the smooth complacency of the suave coathanger-oppressor is disrupted. The routine of
the oppressor, which before ran smoothly, is
now torn up by the expostulations uttered by
the afflicted oppressor. Why, oh, why, must
coat hangers run off?
Coat hangers were made for the convenience
of mankind and yet does mankind fully appre-

ciate the basic role the coat hanger plays in
daily life?
Incidentally, would you like to be hung by
your neck daily, as is the coat hanger?

—MARY KAY O’CONNELL.

knowing the intricacies of all the plays.

On the other hand if a play succeeds, it is
because the team did just as he thought they
should. “See, I told you they’d make it if they
passed.” But the kibitzer is never wrong. The
rest of the world may think differently, but
they’re all wrong. It’s a case of nine hundred
and ninety-nine other soldiers being out of step.

And so the football kibitzer wastes his time
thinking up things for the team to do, and
squanders his energy yelling out directions for
doing it.
.

—JOHN CARROLL.

FOOTBALL KIBITZER
As the crowd surges into the grandstand and
slowly moves into the seats, there is one among

A DISTURBED REVERIE

them who will spend the next two hours in
wasting his breath and energy. He is the football kibitzer. In bridge and other card games
there is always the same kind of menace,
actual or probable, known as a kibitzer. He is
undoubtedly endangering his life, or at least
his health, by hanging over the shoulder of a
card player and telling him when and why to

play his cards. But the football kibitzer need
fear no such danger. He may sit in the stand
for hours, babbling away until “the last dog is
hung,”’ and not one person pays him the slightest attention. Perhaps this freedom from danger
is the reason for the great number of football

Here I was alone in my room, supposedly
doing my English literature, and the radio
blaring away and my next-door neighbor engaged in a heated argument in his room. I rose

and closed the door. This helped a little, and I

tried to concentrate on my assignment for the
next day. In order to secure one hundred per
cent efficiency from the light I reached for

the shade to properly focus the light. It was
then that I noticed the wall-paper. Perhaps you

Nature was undoubtedly suffering from a
“night-before’”’ hang-over when she fashioned
this mental midget. He has not the slightest
value, and is only wasting perfectly good air.

might say, “What is the matter? Didn’t you
ever see the wall-paper before?” Certainly I
did but that is not what I am driving at. What
I am trying to explain is the peculiar design
that happened to be on that wall-paper. I have
seen many designs on wall-paper but this one
was more complicated than trying to decipher
some of those poems in our English literature

According to him, at least half the things the

book.

kibitzers.
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One got the impressions that the wall-paper
was either put on upside down or that he was

way home from school I dropped the ring. I
had dropped a ring but what I picked up was

standing on the ceiling. As I leaned closer to
examine it further I could see two straight
lines crossing each other. These lines reminded
me of a pair of crossed swords. No doubt, at
the way my room-mate and his neighbor were
going it next door they could have made fine
use of the swords. Over there was an odd group
of lines that looked like a man standing on his
head, holding a dog on his leg and carrying
a hat in his arm. This made me laugh out loud
because it brought back to mind a certain
incident in my life. It made me think of the
expression on my sister’s face when I returned
her ring to her.

far from one for poor Herman (I had nicknamed the ring Herman) was flatter than my
last talk in public speaking. When I gave my
sister the ring that night that is what remained
of it. I roared at the tragic look on her face.
But not for long. She was not going to be satisfied with just a new ring—she wanted to eat
my dessert for two months.
There were other crazy designs on this wallpaper. I was trying to decide whether you had
to be smarter to design a wall-paper or to understand those poems in the English literature,
when the noisy pair next door broke into my
room to let me settle their argument. Since they
both insisted on talking at once I waited till
I could get an opening in the conversation and
then asked, ‘‘Where is it colder, in New York
or in winter?’ This was too much. I immedi-

It happened about six months ago. My mother
had given my sister a gold ring on which was
carved a beautiful dog. My sister prized this
ring very highly and never left it out of her
sight. But one day after having made a bet with
one of my friends who knew of the ring, I succeeded in getting it from my sister for a day by
promising her my dessert for two days. Shortly
after, while running away from a trolley on my

f HELLO, COLONEL,
IT’S GREAT TO
SEE =~ AGAIN!

ately got rid of the pests by applying shoe
leather to pants fabric and turned faithfully to
my English literature.

—ALBERT ROSATA.

I'M HONORED sy &
YOUR VISIT, JUDGE.
IT WILL BE A PLEAS

MA

WE'VE LEARNED A LOT ABOUT
N SHIPPING TOBACCO SINCE THE
Hl] OLD RIVER BOATS UNLOADED
H_ HERE YEARS AGO, JUDGE

' HAVEAN OLD FRIEND WHO IS
GOING TO SHOW US AROUND

WELL, COLONEL,
YOUR HOSPITALITY
IS ONLY EXCEEDED
BY YOUR GOOD

RIGHT YOu ARE,
JUDGE. IT CERTAINLY} YES, AND IT TOOK
TOOK THAT PRINCE/ THIS PRINCE ALBERT

ALBERT NO-BiTE

(CRIMP CUT TO AS-

PROCESS TO ASSURE) SURE THE RIGHT
THE EXTRA MILONESS} PACKING AND
WE PIPE- SMOKERS| PRAWING FOR
MELLOW, TASTy
ATE

, Copyright,1938, R. J. Reynolds Skane Co.

OUR BUNCH SKIPPED TONGUEBITE FROM THE START. PRINCE
ALBERT HAS THE HARSHNESS
PROCESSED OUT. AND ITS CRIMP
CUT TO PACK AND SMOKE RIGHT

DGE
JUDGMENT ON
GOOD LUCK{}TOBACCO. HAPPY PA.
ON YOUR

SMOKINGTILL WE

SMOKING

MEET AGAIN!

P. A. MONEY-BACK OFFER. Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince Albert. If you don’t find it the mellowest,
tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked, return the
pocket tin with the rest of the tobaccoin it to us at
any time within a month from this date, and we will
refund full purchase price, plus postage. (Signed)
R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N.C.
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Book Reviews
WE ARE NOT ALONE

would have detracted from the story and would
also have been quite superfluous.

By James Hilton

“We Are Not Alone” is a character portrayal
of a man who lived, who helped others to live,
and who wished only to be allowed to live.

Out of a peaceful beginning the story becomes
a typhoon involving love, jealousy, murder—
and strangely enough—faith. Out of this same

Most memorable, of course, is the title line
used towards the end of the story. It occurs
during the last meeting of Leni and David.
Leni is crushed by the thought of her hanging,
and David comforts her by his gaze into the
far distant future and his saying—‘“‘we are not
alone.” This is the dramatic peak of the story.

air of calmness, Doctor Newcome loses everything he has ever had—including his neck.
The story is a melancholy remembrance of

the life of the “little Doctor” in the little town
of Calderbury, which might possibly be any
small village. Clearly painted across the story
are the figures of the doctor riding his bat-

Mr. Hilton has presented us with a complete,
conversationally written, if somewhat melancholy novel of life as it is found here and there
and everywhere in the universe.
There is
nothing particularly fantastic or supernatural
about the story. It is only life, as it can and does
happen.

—VIRGINIA LEHMAN.

tered old bicycle on an errand of giving human
aid to the sick and needy; of Jessie, his domineering and suspicious wife; of Leni Kraft,
the weary German danseuse; and of Gerald,
his nervous child. While reading the novel, one

A FLOWER FOR SIGN

can easily imagine the drizzling rain, the

By Louis Stancourt

dense fog, and the kindly little figure of the
doctor wending his way among the cobble-

stones

to

his

destination

to

help

human

suffering.

The Doctor is the outstanding character. He
is pictured as a dreamy, thoughtful, inefficient

sort of person who is skillful in his work, kind ~
and gentle to his patients, but completely easygoing in his family and household affairs. His

affection for the child, Gerald, and the care
which he takes to cure the child of his nervous

fears reveal his character.
Leni is pictured as the sorry individual who

There is a text about the joy in heaven upon
one sinner doing penance. There must be joy in
heaven in the case of Louis Stancourt, for he
was an Atheist who returned to God. It is quite
a pitiful story that Louis Stancourt, who in his
early childhood days had a knowledge of religion, should become an Atheist, due to his
environment and carelessness. While an Atheist,
he was a prudent man looking for different
views of religion, but he did this searching
after life became such a struggle that he
could find no job or means for supporting his

family.

can think of no other way out than suicide.

While her friendship with the doctor eventually
results in love, her dependence upon him is like

Writing filthy stories in newspapers can be
the downfall of any man in journalism, re-

that of a little child on his parents.

gardless of his position in the profession. This

The story is very complete—the author
having furnished it with both a prologue and
an epilogue. He allows little opportunity for

Louis Stancourt found to be true in his case.
He struggled to get on top and this he accomplished, only to be ousted because of his
immoral writings.

the reader to imagine what really did happen.
However, it is refreshing for a change to have

every loose end securely tied up before the
end of the story. Some may have desired to
know how Leni Kraft met her fate, but since
the story is essentially the doctor’s this addition

This story portrays to us an Atheist, who
loved his wife and would do anything for her

except follow the Catholic religion. He accepted a job as a street cleaner, in order to be
able to keep his family in existence during the
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time of the depression in 1929. Louis Stancourt
is like a Prodigal Son returning to his father.
The conversion to the Catholic faith was not
an easy job for him. However he succeeded
because he wiped out his intellectual pride.
The autobiography brings to the mind of the
reader the method of converting a non-Catholic
to the Catholic faith. It shows us a review of
Catechism and lastly it inspires the reader and
teaches him that in order to overcome difficul-

ties in life, he must have faith and must pray
fervently to God for help.
“A Flower For Sign” differs from other accounts of conversion in that it departs from the
usual matter-of-fact biographical method and

is constructed like a vivid novel.

significance. It is no mere name, obscurely related in one way or other to the book itself.
“The Ark” and ‘The Dove” were the names

applied to two ships which sailed forth from
the Isle of Wight in the year 1633, carrying a
group of men whose purpose was to found a
sanctuary, a haven of refuge, from the religious
and civil persecution which then raged in England. It is likewise significant that the very
names “Ark” and ‘Dove’ typified perfectly
the mission of this courageous group of men,
the “Ark” as the sign of safety and refuge, the
“Dove” as the symbol of peace and security.
This expedition, then, led by George Calvert,
the first Lord Baltimore, was to take root in
Maryland, the first truly tolerant and demo-

cratic colony of America. To the Catholic Calverts is due most of the credit for the founding
of this religiously tolerant settlement. To the

—JOSEPH ZOTKIEWICZ.

THE ARK AND THE DOVE
By J. Moss Ives
Toleration and democracy, whether religious,
social, civil, or any other type, has always been
upheld as an ideal, and a first principle, of our
American heritage. America and Americans
have ever clung tenaciously to these democratic

principles; they are the outstanding features
of what we are pleased to call the American
democracy. Thus it is of more than passing importance to ascertain how and why these ideas
and principles originated; it is of importance to
locate the roots and the soil from whence these
ideals have sprung. This is done, and in a very
convincing fashion, by Mr. Ives in his work,
“The Ark and the Dove.’’

Carrols who followed them, much is owed for
the actual fostering and building of the colony.
This book is interesting and important not
only from the standpoint of the early religious
and social liberties involved; it is a work which
is particularly valuable and useful as a study
of early American history. The American tradition of democracy did not begin simply with
the landing of the colonists and the formation
of the colony itself. It is well illustrated and

explained by the author that the seeds of this
tradition are actually derived from the Magna
Charta, and from it, follow logically to the
early colonial charters and to the Constitution
of the United States itself. It is a book which,
to my mind, can well be the object of attention
and interest of every American and to everyone
interested in the study of history. It may well
prove a messenger for such information, even

as the ships “‘Ark”’ and “‘Dove” were the messengers of a new era in history.

Perhaps it should first be explained that the

title “The Ark and the Dove” has a particular
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—PAUL WICK.
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RICH, SMOOTH, FULL-BODIED, PURE
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